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THE ALDINE. 



A NEW YEAR'S WISH. 

I ASK one little boon 

Of the New Year : 
May I through all its days 

Carry some cheer 
To those who sit in gloom. 

Weeping for loss; 
To hearts that slowly break 

Under a cross. 

I who have left my dead, 

With none to care ; 
I who have wept alone, 

Facing despair, — 
Would gladly sweeten lives. 

And make them dear — 
This little boon I ask 

Of the New Year. 

They best can serve the gods 

Their errands run. 
Who call no love their own, 

Under the sun. 
Let me bear help to want. 

And hope to fear : 
I ask no other boon 



Of the New Year. 



- Mrs. M. F. Butts. 



ONE LITTLE PURITAN. 

My great-great-grandmother, whom, never having 
seen, I can not describe, once found this record of a 
life that was lived out long before she was born. 
She found it among relics of old colony days. The 
sunbeams of a morning long past fliclcered through 
the garret cobwebs onto her and over the then musty, 
worm-eaten treasures. Out of the leaves of a journal 
of Puritan times, she read page after page which 
seemed to fill the air about her as with the faint, 
sweet fragrance of pressed wild roses. My grand- 
mother is to me, in turn, a memoir of antiquity, yet 
the little journal has not quite crumbled into dust — 
there is left to it yet a suggestion of odor and of 
color. , Only if you put it by a story of to-day, it will 
be like the ghost of a white violet in the hot presence 
of a heavy-breathed, blood-red tulip. 

Hope Allerton's Diurnal.. 

Southampton, August $tA, 1620. All things being 
made ready, we shall, by the good providence of God, 
set sail to-day. It is matter of much sadness unto 
Aunt Priscilla, as also unto myself, that sundry of 
our near friends are in the lesser ship. We have, 
however, great hope that both ships shall sail unto a 
pleasant country ; and that we shall salute our friends 
upon dry land once more. My thoughts go back to 
those we left at Delft Haven and at Amsterdam, and 
my heart is heavy that I shall no more look upon 
their faces. Philip Mather hath talked much with 
me of late. I find it not wise to think too long upon 
his words, for that they cause me distraction of mind, 
albeit there is a certain sweetness in the recollecting 
of them. He saith that he shall sorrow for my de- 
parture, yet he asketh me not to stay, neither doth 
he make as if he would himself go. I have need to 
pray more, for I find within me movements of vain 
pride. It pleaseth me overmuch that Master Philip 
hath likened my tearful eyes to the blue heart' s-ease 
with dew thereon. 

August loth. It was cause for great surprise to me 
to find that of a truth Philip Mather was to sail with 
us ; yet when I found him of our company I made 
little mention of my thoughts: only I have said unto 
Prudence Tinker certain sharp words that trouble 
me to remember, the more not only because they 
were not kind, but that there was therein the shadow 
of an untruth. 

She said: "Tell me, I pray thee, why, at the last. 
Master Mather hath come with us .'' " 

" I know not," I answered, for I liked not her black 
eyes to so look through me. "Am I my brother's 
keeper ? " I have sinned in the letter by perverting 
the words of Holy Scripture ; also in the spirit by 
allowing anger entrance into my soul. It was meet 
that Prudence Tinker should humble me by the 
answer : " Nay, nay, Hope ! I trow it is not at all as 
thy brother thou desirest to keep him." 

Prudence Tinker hath an handsome countenance, 
and many times her words are smoother than butter ; 
yet I feel not drawn out unto her in my afiections. 

August 20th. Aunt Priscilla watcheth over me 
and I have no need of father or mother care. To be 
right truthful, I could wish that she guarded me not 
so strictly. From daybreak even unto the going 
down of the sun, she letteth me not out of her sight. 



I am now again joyful in my spirit. I mourn not, 
neither do I greatly miss the friends left behind me. 
I had thought to be weighed down with heaviness 
upon their account. I made mention of this to Philip 
last night, as for a moment I met him on the deck. 
He was pleased, wherefore I know not ; moreover, he 
said : " Peradventure thou broughtest thy best friends 
with thee." I thought of Aunt Priscilla, partly be- 
cause she is my best friend, and also for that I did 
expect she must in a moment appear, as most assur- 
edly she did ; and looked not lovingly upon me either. 
She reproachetK me for light-headedness in so talk- 
ing to Master Mather — yet I have her word that she 
disliketh him not. 

Cape Cod, November nth, 1620. After long beat- 
ing at sea, we have fell in with the land called " Cape 
Cod." Philip Mather saith it is so called as they 
take much fish. We are not a little joyful at having 
come safe to land, as our ships did meet with many 
bad winds, and in places did leak, which put us to 
great fear. Ofttimes we did cry out like Peter : " Lord 
save, or we perish." Also many of us were in a bad 
state by reason of boisterous storms which caused 
our inward parts to heave and toss like the very 
waves of the sea, always filling our mouths with 
bitterness. 

December 6th, 1620. It is decided that divers of 
our number go to seek out a fair place for situation. 
Prudence Tinker made relation to Aunt Priscilla 
that Robert Coppin, the pilot, had knowledge of a 
good harbor eight leagues distant. 

1621, April lath. Philip Mather hath gone with 
Squanto and sundry of our people to plant the corn. 
This morning I had conversation with Peleg Bruster. 
His heart seems greatly turned to Molly Tabor, for 
the which Prudence Tinker hath taken much grief, 
as she had thoughts of him herself — at least Aunt 
Priscilla doth say as much. I once had a thought 
that Prudence looked upon Philip Mather with favor, 
and this displeased me, for that I think they would 
not walk together in unity. Prudence hath a bold 
spirit, and Philip is not like unto other men, in that 
he is finer in his inward nature, if it be that I discern 
him aright. I have sorrow for Prudence now, and 
shall strive to be a softer comforter unto her than 
Aunt Priscilla, who, as ever, thinketh she hath good 
understanding of the whole matter. When we were 
gathering fagots this morning, she gave Prudence 
counsel to this effect : that she should set her affec- 
tions upon things above. I much fear Prudence was 
not soothed in the spirit, for, she muttered unto her- 
self that certain people, of whom she had knowledge, 
would do well to keep other Scripture in mind : that 
which saith, " Study to be quiet and to do your own 
business." 

May 17th. Philip hath given unto me a ring which 
he saith is long in his family. It has three blue stones, 
with a small diamond in the centre. It is like unto 
the forget-me-not. The inside of the ring hath a 
small locket wherein to put hair. It came about in 
this wise : My spinning for the day being at an end, I 
was minded to go a little way into the woods ; for 
although Aunt Priscilla doth warn me of danger, I 
can not think harm will befall me. I like much the 
thunder of the sea, and the roar of the wind in the 
tree-tops, which roaring also resembleth the noise of 
waters. But this night at sunset there was no tu- 
mult, and" I remembered me of wondrous chapters in 
the Revelation ; for I saw upon earth and ocean a 
light like as of glory. I sat me down to rest, being 
aweary with much climbing over rocks and down 
fallen trees, for to pluck these fair little blossoms 
which Spring never brought to us at home. A mo- 
ment after, I was sore smitten with fear, for behind 
me one lightly rustled in the thick leaves and broke 
twigs under his' feet ; when no wild creature or sav- 
age came forth — but Master Philip! Peradventure 
Aunt Priscilla would say I made unmaidenly show 
of pleasure at his company. He sat himself down 
beside me and we had no need for speech "virhilst the 
first brightness faded off from the waves. In truth, 
it was very like heaven unto me. After a time he 
laid his hand upon mine and said : " I love thee, 
Hope AUerton, and desire thee for my wife." What 
more he said there is no use that I write ; I shall not 
forget it. 

The manuscript is here so mutilated that much of 
it is illegible. We gather from it, however, that sym- 
pathizing with Prudence Tinker in her despondency, 
Hope entreats Philip Mather "to have pleasant con- 
versation with her, and speak unto her wise words of 
comfort." The next date of interest is 



June ■^d. Prudence Tinker hath a strange spirit ! 
Aunt Priscilla made relation of her behavior in this 
manner: "Yesternight, as Philip walked with you 
down the path to the wood, I took the Scriptures 
and sat me down upon the door-stone to read. A 
little time thereafter I lifted up my eye? and beheld 
Prudence Tinker, with a bunch of blue posies in her 
hand ; she stood under the big elm and gazed after 
you. I called unto the young woman, and made in- 
quiry had she planted herself there and did she think 
to take root ? Her countenance was not pleasant to 
look upon: so for her greater ease, I made mention- 
that it was doubtless good for- her to 'bear the yoke 
in her youth.' Whereupon she cast the posies under 
her heel and spake out hotly, ' Mistress Priscilla, if 
thou hadst borne the yoke in thy youth and died 
under it, I could not mourn that thou didst not live 
out all thy days.' " Of a certainty Prudence Tinker 
hath too glib a tongue in her head. Now, as for me, 
I have pity of poor Prudence's case, and I marvel at 
Aunt Priscilla's ways. If one hath a spot which hath 
soreness, verily she suffereth pain until she pricketh 
it. 

June i-^th. Sometimes I think it is not the loss of 
Peleg's afiections that has so embittered Prudence, 
but that she vexeth herself after Philip ; in which 
case, I tremble lest she cast, even now, a snare for 
him, and so ruin my happiness. 

June i$th. Last night the wind did make such 
commotion we were in great fear the house would 
come about our ears. Aunt Priscilla had ill success 
with sleep, and I was in sore trouble with bad dreams. 
It did beseem that the precious stones had dropped 
out of my ring, and I arose in the night and lighted 
a candle, like unto the woman in the Scriptures, and 
searched the house, but found them not. Aunt Pris- 
cilla says it is an ill dream and bodes no good. 

June 2$th. Prudence Tinker stirreth my spirit 
within me. She keepeth a watchful eye that 1 get 
small speech with Philip. She calleth him her friend 
and councillor ; she runneth to him all times for ad- 
vice and she flattereth him unduly. I myself do know 
that there is not a man like unto him in the colony ; 
yet it is for me to confess that and not for her to so 
declare — and that to his very countenance. It was 
not worldly wise in me to advise that he comfort her, 
but I have supposed kindness was better than cun- 
ning. 

June 30th. I like not at all the going on of this 
matter ! It seemeth to me Aunt Priscilla is most 
blind ; she was never wont to be so slow in spying 
out that which was stirring — yet it may be my imag- 
ination runneth away with me. Furthermore, Aunt 
Priscilla, albeit she is so stern, yet thinketh I am 
passing fair and attractive ; and therefore because 
she herself doth not like Prudence Tinker's person 
or mind, she seeth not how another may — as indeed 
it seemeth to me Philip Mather doth. 

July 6th. Certain words of Prudence Tinker's have 
come to my ears this day. I have given the ring to 
Aunt Priscilla, and she hath returned it to Philip 
Mather ; what she hath said to him I know not. It 
was of necessity that I told her, for she saw at last 
the sore vexation of my soul. 

August 1st. There is no trust save in God ! I 
would fain go unto my Father in heaven. I am like 
unto a homesick child in a strange land. The women 
are most kind to me. I know not why, for my trouble 
is unknown save unto Aunt Priscilla. They say I 
stay too closely by the spinning-wheel — that the 
color hath all gone out of my face. It may well be 
so ; for it seemeth also to have gone from everything 
without me. 

August 2nd. The women bring report that Ho- 
bamak and Squanto have been treacherously dealt 
with by the Indians, and that Captain Standish and 
divers others have gone to Namassaket, and — Philip 
Mather has also gone with them. I spake my mind 
to Aunt Priscilla, that I had confidence that he would 
not fall a prey to those heathen. She made answer : 
"'Vengeance is mine, I will repay,' saith the Lord — 
let the Lord's will be done." She is very wroth with 
Philip, and desires not to behold his countenance 
again. As for me, I can not hate one whom I have 
loved. 

{No date.) Philip has come again unto his home, 
and is exceeding ill, by reason of toils, weariness and 
exposure endured. They say his fever rageth fiercely. 
O may God turn death aside from him and let him 
have long life in the land. I would far rather that 
he should be happy than that I myself should, and if 
it should be so that Prudence Tinker can be unto 
him a true and faithful wife — I ought rather to be 



